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plenty of pies that were not spoilt. When the Lord
buys He pays for a year in minutes . . , and allows
no interest. Sit down, do, Varia! . . . and have
done with it."

He behaved just as if he had gone out of his mind,
and talked all dinner-time about God, and about un-
godly Ahab, and said what a hard lot a father's was,
until grandmother interrupted him by saying angrily:

"You eat your dinner . . . that's the best thing
you can do!"

Mother joked all the time, and her clear eyes
sparkled*

"So you were frightened just now?" she asked, giv-*
ing me a push.

No, I had not been so frightened then, but now I
felt uneasy and bewildered. As the meal dragged out
to the weary length which was usual on Sundays and
holidays, it seemed to me that these could not be the
same people who, only half an hour ago, were shout-
ing at each other, on the verge of fighting, and burst-
ing out into tears and sobs. I could not believe, that is
to say, that they were in earnest now, and that they
were not ready to weep all the time. But those tears
and cries, and the scenes which they inflicted upon one
another, happened so often, and died away so quickly,
that I began to get used to them, and they gradually
ceased to excite me or to cause me heartache.              Mother,
